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The Tragedie of.Hamlet . 


Without the which we arePi&ures.or meere Beads. 

La ft. and as much containing as all thcfe,» 

Her Brother is in fecret come from France, 

Kcepes on his wonder, kecpes himfelfe in clouds. 

And wants not Buzzers to infeft his care 
Withpeftilenc Speeches of his Fathers death. 

Where in neceflhie of matter Beggard, 

Will nothing fticke our perfons to Arraigne 
In earc and eare. O my deere Gertrude, this. 

Like to a murdering Peece in many places, 

Giues me fuperfluous death, A Keife within. 

Enter a. Mejfenger. 
jQu. Alacke,what noyfe is this ? 

King. Where are my Switzers ? 

Let them guard the doore. What is the matter ? 

Mtf. Saue your felfe, my Lord. 

The Ocean (ouer-peering of his Lift) 

Eates not the Flats with more impittious hafte 
Then young Laertes fm a Riotous head, 

Ore-beares your Officers, the rabble call him Lord, 

And as the world were now but to begin. 

Antiquity forgot, Cuftome not knownc, 

The Ratificrs and props of euery word, 

They cry choofe we ? Laertes (nail be King, 

Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes liiall be King, Laertes King. 

£Ih. How cheerefolly on the falfeTraile they cry. 
Oh this is Counter you falfe Danifh Dogges* 

Neife within. Enter Laertes. 

King. The doores are broke. 

Laer. Where is the King,firs ? Stand you all without. 
All. No, let’s come in. 

Laer. Iprayyougiuemeleaue. 
ex-//. We will, we will. 

Laer. I chanke you: Keepe the doore. 1 
Oh thou vilde King, giue me my Father. 

Qu. Calmely good Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood, that calmes 
Proclaimes ms Baftard: 

Cries Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot 
Euen hecrebctwecncthccbafte rnfmirchcd brow 
Of my true Mother. 

King. What is the caufe Laertes, 

That thy Rebellion lookes fo Gyant-like? 

Let him go Gertrude : Do .not fcare our perfon; 

There’s fuch Diuinity doth hedge a King, 

That Treafon can butpeepe to what it would, 

Adis little of his will. Tell me Laertes , 

Why thou art thus Incenft ? Let him go Gertrude. 
Spcakeman. 

Laer. Where’s my Father? 

King. Dead. 
jQa, But not by him. 

King, Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. Ho w came he dead ? lie not be Iuggel’d with. 

T o hell Allegeance: Vo wes,to the blackeft diuell. 
Confcience and Grace, to the profoundeft Pit, 

I dare Damnation ftp this point 1 ftand. 

That both the worlds I giue to negligence. 

Let come what comes toncly lie bercueng’d 
Moll throughly for my Father. 

King. Who lhall ft ay you ? 

Laer. My Will, not all the world. 

And for my meanes,llc husband them fo will. 

They lhall go farre with little. 


King. Good Laertes m . 

If you delire to know the certaintie 
Of your deere Fathers death, if writ in your 
That Soop.ftake you will draw bothFriend , 'T' 
Winner and Looter. an « foe, 

Laer. None but his Enemies. 

King. Will you know them then. 

La. To his good Friends, thus wide lle one’n, . 
And like thekinde Life-rend’rinc Politician ^^ rniCs 
Repaft them with my blood. * 

King. Whynowyoufpeake 
Like a good Childe, and a true Gentleman, 

That lam guiltlefie ofyour Fathers death 
And am moll fenfible in greefc for it, ,4 
It fhali as Ieucll to your ludgemenc pierce 
As day do’s toyour eye. 

Laer. How now? what noife is that? 

Oh 1 -cate drie vp my Braincs, teares feuen ti me , frit 
Burne out the Sence and Vertueoftnineeye * 

By Hcaucn.thy madnefle fhali be payed by vvaieht 
Till our Scale rurnes the beame. OhRoicofMay 1 
Deere Ma;d,kinde Sifter, fweet Ophelia: ” 

Oh Heauens, is’t poflible,a yong Maids v»it s 
Should be as mortall as an old mans life? * 

Nature is fine in Loue ; and where ’tis fine 
It fends fome precious inftance ofit felfe 
After the thing it loues, 

Ophe. They here him harefac'den the Seer 
Hey wonnony ,nonyJhey nony : 

And on his graue raines many a teare , 

Tare you weR my Done. 

Laer. Had’ft thou thy wits, and did’ftperfwadeRe- 
uenge,it could not mcuie thus# 

Ophe. You mull ling downc a-downe, andyoucall 
him a-downc-a. Oh, how the wheelebecomes it? I tli 
the falfe Steward that ftole his mafters daughter. 

Laer. This nothings more then matter. 

Ophe. There’s Rofemary, that’s for Rcmembrsunw. 
Pray loue remember: and there is Paconcies, that’s for 
Thoughts. 

Laer . A document in madnefle, thoughts & remem¬ 
brance fitted. 

Ophe. There’s Fennell for you, and Columbines: thtt’i 
Rew foryou,andheere’sfomeforme. Weemaycallit 
Herbe-Grace a Sundaies: Oh you mull vycarc your Rew 
with a difference. There’s aDayfie, I should giue you 
fome Violets, but they wither’d all when my.Father dy¬ 
ed ; They fay, he made a good end 5 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my toy. 

Laer. Thought,and Affiliation,Palifion,Hell it felfe: 
She turnes to Fauour, and to preitincfle. 

Ophe. And will he net come againej 
.dud will he not come againe : 

No .»o,he is dead,go to thy Death-bed , 

He neuer wtl come againe. 

Hu Heard as white as Snow, 

All Flaxen was his Pole : 

He is gone,he is gone,and we caft array wont, 

G ramercy on his Soule « 

And of all Chriiftian Soules, I pray God, 

God buy ye. SxemtOphtlk 

Laer. Doyoufecthis,youGods? 

King, Laertes,1 mull common with your greefc. 

Or you deny me right: go but apart, v . 
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'/Jlakc choice of whom your wifeft Friends you will* 

And they (hall heareand iudge’iwixc you and me; ' 

jfby direct of by Colaterall hand 

They findc vs touch’d, we will our Kingdome giue, 

Our Ctownc, our Life,and all that we call Ours 

Toyouinfatisfa&ion. But if not, 

g e you concent to lend your patience to vs, 

^ n d we fhali ioyntly labour with your foule 
To giue it due content. 

Laer. Let this be fo: 

His meancs of death, his obfeure buriall; 
hloTrophee,Sword,nor Hatchment o re his bones, 
fjo Noble rite, nor formall oft entation. 

Cry to be heard, as *twere from Hcaucn to Earth, 

That I muft call in queftion. 

King. So you (ball: 

And where th’offence is, let the great Axe fail, 

I pray you go with me. Exeunt 

Enter Horatio yvith an Attendant* 

Hora • What are they that would fpeake with me ? 

Ser . Saylors fir, they fay they hauc Letters for you. 
Hor. Let them come in, 

I do not know from what p art of the world 
I (hould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet . 

Enter Saylor* 

Say. God bleflc you Sir. 

Hor . Let him blefle thee too. 

Saye HcelballSir, and’c plcafehim. There’s a Letter 
foryouSir: It comes from th’Ambaffadours thatwas 
bound for England, ifyour name be Horatio } aslam let 
to know it is. 

Reads the Letter. 

H Oratio, When thoufbalt hauc ouerlook^dthis,giue thefe 
Ft Howes fome meanes to the King: They haue Letters 
for him. Ere we were two dayes eld at Sea, a Pyrate of very 
Wnr It ck$ appointment gatte vs Chact . Finding our [dues too 
flow of Satie , we put on a compelled Valour. In the Cj r apple, / 
boorded them : On the infant they got cleare of our Shtppe,fo 
I alone became their Prifoner. They haue dealt with mee, like 
Theeues ofCMercy , but they knew what they did. I am to doe 
a good turnefor themLet the King haue the Letters / haue 
fenti andrepaire thou to me with at much haft as thou wouldeft 
flje death . / haue words to jpeake in your eare, will make thee 
inmbe^yet are they much too light for the bore of the Matter . 
Thefe good Fellowes will bring thee where I am. Rofincrance 
rtw/Guildcnfterne, hold their courfe for England. Of them 
l haue much to tell thee } Farewell. 

He that thou knoweft thine , 
Hamlet* 

Come, I will giue you way for thefe your Letters, 

And do't the fpcedier, that you may dirc6t me 

To him from whom you brought them# Exit . 

Enter King and Laertes . 

King. Now muft your confcicnce my acquittance feal, 
And you muft put me in your heart for Friend, 

Sith you haue heard, and with a knowing earc* 

That he which hath your Noble Father flainc, 

Purfucd my life. 

Laer. It well appcares. But tell me. 

Why you proceeded not againft thefe feates, 

So crimcfull,and fo Capirail in Nature, 

As by your Safety,‘ Wilcdome,alI things clfc, 


You mainly were ftirr’d vp? 

King . O for two fpeciall Reafons, 

Which may to you (perhaps) feeme much vnfinnowed. 
And yet to me they are ftrong. The Queen his Mother, 
Liues almoft by his lookes: and for my felfe. 

My Vertue or m y Plague, be it either which. 

She’s fo coniundtiue to my life and fou!e; 

That as the Starre moues not but in his Sphere, 

I could not but by her. The other Motiuc, 

Why to a publike count I might not go,* 

Is the great loue the generall gender bcare him, 

Who dipping all his Faults in their affedtion. 

Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
Conucrt his Gyncs to Graces. So that my Arrowes 
T00 (lightly timbred for fo loud a Winde, 

Would haue rcuerted to my Bow againe, 

And not where I had arm’d them. 

Laer* And fo haue I a Noble Father loft, 

A Sifter driuen into defpemc cenrmes, 

Who was(?fpraifes may go backcagaine) 

Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age 
For her perfections. But myreuenge will come. 

King* Breake not your fleepes/or that. 

You muft not thinkc 

That we are made of ftuffe, fo flat, and dull. 

That we can let our Beard be fbooke with danger. 

And thinke iepaftime. You fliortly fliall heart more* 

I lou’d your Father, and we loue our Sclfe, 

And that 1 hope will teach you to imagine—— 

Enter a Cftteffengcr* 

How now? What Newcs? 

Mef. Letters my Lord from Hamlet . This to your 
Maicfty: this to the Queene. 

King* From Hamlet f Who brought them > 

CWef Saylors my Lord they fay, I fa w them not: 
They were giuenmeby Claudio , he rccciu’d them. 

Ktng. Laertes you fhali heare them : 

Leauc rs. Exit Meffenger 

High and Mighty , you fhali know I am ft naked on your 
Kingdome . To morrow fhali I begge leaue to fee your i K,r.£[j 
Eyes, when 1 [hall (fir ft askingyour Pardon thereunto) re¬ 
count th’Occafons ofmy fodaine-and more fl range returne. 

Hamlet. 

What flhould this meane? Are all the reft come backe ? 
Or is it fome abufePOr no fuch thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand ? 

Kin. 3 T\s\Hamlets Character, naked and in aPoft- 
feript here he fayes alone: Can you aduifeme? 

Laer. I’m loft in it my Lord; but let him come. 

It warmes the very ficknefle in my heart. 

That I fhali liue and tell him to his teeth; 

Thus diddeft thou. 

Kin. Ifit be fo Laertes, how Ihould it be fo: 

How otherwise will you be rul’d by me? 

Laer. Iffo you’l not o’rcrulcme to a peace. 

Kin. To thine owne peace: if he be now return’d. 

As checking at his Voyage,and that he meancs 
No more to vndertake it; I will workc him 
To an exploy t now^ripe in my Deuice, 

Vndcr the which he lhall not choofe but fall; 

And for his death no winde of blame Chall breath. 

But euen his Mother lhall vnchargethepradlice. 

And call it accident: .Some two Monthes hence 
Here was a Gentleman Normandy, 

I’ue feene my felfe,and feru’d againft the’French, 

And they ran wellonHoricbacke; but this Gallant 

Had 
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